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E books of the Atlas National 
bank contain many a mention of 
Millionaire Robert Dale. This 
would be natural, for he was our 
oldest nnd most prominent director In 
the Institution. His dealings had run 
tip Into the millions. But a plain rec- 
ord and a clean sheet were all the sur- 
face Indications, showing no more, no 
less, thnn the bare limit account of 
some saving, underpaid clerk laying 
aside an Illy spared surplus for a 
rainy day. 

When It comes to the secret 
archives, however, the confidential 
files accessible only to the officers and 
credit manager of the bank, that Is a 
different proposition. He had company 
In that department— a ghostly troop 
* of family skeletons, closeted at home 
aafely, locked away from public view 
In the strong steel safety vaults. 
Should they ever parade forth, one 
Basil Trego, among several of like 
mold, would strut and caper across 
the stage, and vanish leaving the Im- 
pression that honored names are some- 
times a farce and honest men a 
rarity. It might then he shown how 
and why that great protector of 
finance, the active head of the United 
Bankers' Protective association, Reslli- 
us Marvel, was called Into the most 
secret councils of the Atlas National, 
to ward off disgrace and peril from 
our valued friend and client, and final- 
ly to save his life and his millions. 

I recall Robert Dale Just as he ap- 
peared that bright June morning when 
the president of our Institution sum- 
moned me to his private office, and 
the gravity and earnestness of his 
face Influenced me to the belief that 
something out of the ordinary was in 
the wind 

"Mr. Dale Is In the directors’ office," 
advised our chief official, "and wishes 
to see you. I have told him of certain 
attributes of yours that we have recog- 
nised — a close mouth, a strictly busi- 
ness attitude, and unfaltering accuracy 
of Judgment." 

"I thank you,” I bowed, with a natu- 
ral glow of pleasure at the handsome 
compliment. 

"Poor Dale!” observed the presi- 
dent, “he needs the exercise of all 
these qualifications. Indeed. A Journey 
on your part may be necessitated. Fall 
In with his plans, whatever they may 
be.” 

I proceeded at once to Join the wait- 
ing visitor. He greeted me In a friend- 
ly manner and touched a chair by his 
side. 

"I am going to ask a good deal of 
you,” he said — "service I can never 
sufficiently repay you for because I 
wish you to share my troubles, and 
the load isn’t a light one. I want a 
man who can remember always, yet 
forget absolutely so far as others are 
:oncerned. It Is about my step- 
aephew, Basil Trego." 

The last name was not unfamiliar to 
mo, hut I did not show that this was 
so. I recalled the first incident with- 
in by kmowledge of the young man 
where a music hall danscuse had kick- 
5 d her dainty slipper Into his lap — 
high honor for the shallow-pated 
youth, who proceeded to lavish his 
awn and the money of others upon 
her. It had led to tho presentation 
and payment of a forged check on 
hla uncle. Nor was It the only one. 
We of the bank had never let Mr. 
Dale know what we ouspected. When 
he passed over the forgeries, accept- 
ing his loss in silence, the Incident 
was dropped so far as we were con- 
cerned. Therefore, this honorable old 
business man fancied he was Impart- 
ing to me a great secret when he said 
In a tone Infinitely depressed and se- 
rious: 

"My nephew, Basil Trego, Is & 
forger. 

"For over two years this young 
man,” continued the millionaire, “has 
led a life of Idle profligacy, riot and 
revel. Not once, hut twenty timeB he 
has passed checks on this Institution 
bearing my forged name. There 
was a lapse \yhere, I suppose, 
realising that he was my nearest 
living relative and likely to Inherit 
my fortune, he curbed his extrava- 
gance. A few months since, however, 
he Issued two forged notes In my name 
for over $30,000. Later he took some 
securities from my safe, disposed of 
them, fled to New Y<yk city, and asso- 

- elated himself there with a notorious 
set of gamblers, among them a woman 
known as Sara Brubl.” 

4 made a mental note of thla for fu- 
ture reference, wbUe Mr. Dale went 
on: 

"A week since he appeared at my 
borne In a desperate condition of fright 
and actual or pretended remorse. 
Be begged of me a Anal $5,000. to go 
(o some foreign place of refuge and re- 
4oem hla blighted past. He realized 
that I had put up safeguards to out- 
wit any further forgeries or pecula- 
tions. I sternly toM him my decision. 
My will was made, and he was cut off 
Without a dollar. 1 had written abroad 
to the orphan daughter of a distant 
mlatlve. Miss Winifred Dunscombe. 
who was studying art at Rome, offer- 
ing her a home and to make her my 
heiress. If she would eome here. As 
to himself. I gave him one hundred 

- inlbrn told him to go to Windsor over 
the river from Detroit, In Canada, 
thore to await from nao a final propo- 


sition as to what I would do for him 
In the future in a money way.” 

“He is there now?" I ventured to in- 
quire. 

"Awaiting the arrival of my repre- 
sentative, whom I solicit you to be. 
Since he left the city I have received 
a remarkable letter. It Is from a man 
In New York city. He had the letter 
written by another, for he says he is 
blind himself — blinded, he claims, 
through the effects of a drug adminis- 
tered to him by this Sara Bruhl He 
accuses my nephew of inciting that 
person to rob him. desert him and 
leave him penniless and blind. He 
asks no money from me, he dlsdalnB 
It. He simply warns me that when- 
ever or wherever found he will mur- 
der my nephew In cold blood! ‘I am a 
desperate man,’ he writes, ’and I warn 
you to send this false-hearted relative 
of yours to the remotest ends of the 
earth, else I will find him out, and 
there will be a dreadful day of reckon- 
ing.’ The name signed is; ‘Duff 
Bracey.’ ” 

My companion quieted down, and 
proceeded In a calm, business tone: 

“Here is a package of money and 
accompanying It my written Instruc- 
tions." 

I held another Interview with Mr. 
Dale that evening. The next morning 
I started on my Journey. It was the 
one following when I crossed the river 
at Detroit and located my man at a se- 
cluded lodging house In Windsor. 

He looked the personification of his 
despicable record, thla Basil Trego. He 
showed the whipped cur when I grave- 
ly and clearly imparted the nature of 
my mission. 

"I am deputized to pay you $200 
cash in hand,” I said. "You will come 
with me to a certain bank here In 
Windsor where I will make arrange- 
ments to have you paid a like sujn the 
first day of each month for a year. An 
attache of the Institution will be paid 
to keep tab on you. If he finds that 
you are leading a quiet, secluded life, 
your stipend will be regular. Other- 
wise, It will cease." 

“And at the end of the year?" 

"Mr. Dale will purchase for you a 
ranch In the far west, his final gift. 
It is your final chance. I advise you 
to Improve It” 

Trego accompanied me to thfe bank. 
The monthly payment of money, the 
Identification of Trego were arranged. 
I expected to return home that morn- 
ing. The cashier, however, was not 
only ethical, but courteous to the 
point of friendliness. He Insisted on 
Introducing me through the bank, and 
explaining Its Bystem where it varied 
from our own. Then he made an en- 
gagement for dinner at his club, and 
altogether gavo me a pleasant time. 

“By the way,” he observed, as we 
were discussing our cigars, “I fancy 
you advise a close rein kept on the 
young gentleman you Introduced to mo 
this morning?” 

"The strictest routine should be 
maintained In his case, yes,” I respond- 
ed. "He Is a person who would draw 
and use the whole year’s allowance In 
advance. If permitted.” 

“He has shown that already,” said 
the cashier, with a faint laugh. "In 
fact, within one hour after you had 
left the bank he appeared with the 
hope of anticipating future payments." 

”1 am not surprised,” I observed 
gravely, "for he Is a person given to 
discounting tho future. I fancy, how- 
ever, that he will find It difficult to ex- 
ceed the bounds wo have set.” 

"Your directions have been explicit,” 
replied the cashier. “So far as we are 
concerned we shall be very stringent. 
This Mr. Trego of yours made a Very 
pathetic plea. He wished to send a 
draft for $500 In a case of great 
urgency and necessity, he insisted. He 
offered anything as a bonus and a 
transfer of his entire yearly allowance 
as security. He had some money, he 
said, but not sufficient to make up the 
required amount.” 

"You turned him down?” 

"Flatly. That did not daunt him. 
He must be a person of unusual re- 
sources, for within thirty minutes he 
reappeared with a man named Tarl- 
son, one of those human harpies who 
infest the market ready to take a risk 
where the Interest Is high. I appre- 
hend that Trego forepledged all his 
future expectations, lor Tarlson helped 
him make np the sum to buy a draft." 

"Payable — Y‘ I hinted, quite within 
the confidential limits of banking 
ethics. 

“Yes, I can give yon the name — Sara 
Bruhl. Newton, New Jersey.” 

It was not difficult to surmiso from 
this, that despite his Isolation and 
avowals of good intentlens, Basil Tre- 
go had no thought of dropping his old 
affiliations, that of the woman prob- 
ably the worst of them. With a men- 
tal notation coverlag a report to Mr. 
Dale of the circumstance, and that 
name. Sara Bruhl, twlee eome up thus 
far In my experience. I prepared to 
dismiss the matter frem my thoughts. 
But here the casbter went os: 

“If your comtag here with so un- 
usual a proposition bad not impressed 
me. I would not bare borne in mind 
any circumstance outside of paying 
specified amounts at specified times. 
I bad become Interested, however, and 
noted that when this Trego had se- 
cured his draft he asked for a tele- 
graph blank. When he bad compiled 
a message to bin satisfaction he 


asked to he directed to the nearest 
telegraph office, and left I strolled 
over to where he had been writing. 
One of the rejected blanks, one-half 
filled out, lay where he had left it. It 
may mean something to you, so here 
It is." 

I accepted the folded sheet, opened 
it and read: “I send draft by mail 
Get busy. The girl arrives tho six- 
teenth. Ship the goods tt> my old ad- 
dress.” 

"Thanks,” I said, carelessly enough, 
but made sure that I stowed the 
blurred telegram In a safe pocket. 
Soon after I parted with the genial 
cashier, promising a return of the 
courtesies extended If he ever came 
our way. 

I reported the result of my mission 
to Mr. Dale the following day. I made 
no mention of the telegram. Looking 
back, I do not know why — but that 
was before the keen eyes of Resllius 
Marvel had scanned it. 

Mr. Dale came Into the bank a week 
later. He sought me out and had a 
new commission to entrust to my 
charge, it seemed. 

“I have an urgent call to Califor- 
nia,” he explained. "It Involves a law- 
suit over a large property I own there, 
and I may be detained two or three 
weeks. You remember the young lady 
I spoke to you about — Miss Winifred 
Dunscombe? It seems that she is very 
beautiful, and I have learned that her 
portrait was painted at Rome and 
made much of. I Immediately pur- 
chased It by cable, and It Is now on 
the way to this country. It may ar- 
rive within the next ten days. I want 
you to obtain it at the express office 
here and store It safely, as I greatly 
vtilue It, until I return, or order it de- 
livered at the house, which will be 
closed up, to give the two servants a 
chance to visit their old homes during 
my absence.” 

”1 shall be glad to take charge of the 
portrait," I said willingly, accepting 


am sure he will want to thank you for 
all the trouble you have been to. I 
should have sent for the portrait, sir.” 

"I should not have delivered it to a 
stranger," I replied laughingly. "I felt 
bound to see It under Its new home 
roof safe and sound. Mr. Dale seems 
to anticipate great pleasure from the 
company of his young ward." 

“Oh, yes, sir,” assented the house- 
keeper. “He told me all about It. I 
want to get the portrait all hung and 
in a good position so it can greet him 
as soon as he arrives. I hope the 
young lady herself, bless her dear 
heart! will be here soon, too." 

It was an odd circumstance, but Re- 
sllius Marvel “treated back” the very 
next day. That Is, chancing to stroll 
casually Into his office I found him 
getting ready to make a business call 
at an outlying bank. He Invited me 
for the spin. It was as we were re- 
turning that we neared the street 
where we had driven the afternoon 
previous. 

"See here,” I suggested, "let uq drop 
by the Dale place. Perhaps Mr. Dale 
has returned." 

We slowed up as we neared the 
house and Marvel suggested that I 
make an Inquiry. I was greeted at 
the door by Mrs. Darrell. 

“No, sir,” she answered In reply to 
my question, "Mr. Dale has not come 
yet, but I received a telegram this 
morning saying he was on his way. 
Oh, If you please! won’t you come In 
and take a look at the portrait? I 
have had It unpacked and placed." 

The frame was massive and ornate, 
the general effect of the picture hand- 
some, but I was tremendously disap- 
pointed. I had expected to view a 
dreamy girlish face, full of the artistic 
expression. A rather bold and dash- 
ing Bet of features smiled down upon 
me, Instead. 

I was surprised when I went outside 
to find Marvel missing from the auto- 
mobile. Then I discovered him speak- 



THE WOMAN DREW BACK WITH A SHARP CRY. 


the order on the express company 
which he tendered me. 

To a man of ray quiet hunadruni 
ways all this had been Interesting to a 
degree. Often, too, those minor actors 
In the drama, Sara Bruhl and Duff 
Bracey, drifted Into my mind, and one 
day I dropped Into the office of the 
United Bankers’ Protective associa- 
tion and told Resillus Marvel all the 
details of the strange drama. 

The portrait from abroad had mean- 
time arrived. I had. gone to the ex- 
press office, receipted for It, and had 
It delivered at the bank. There was 
plenty of spare room for it In our spa- 
cious old-books vault. 

Then one mortflng there came a 
telephone from a Mrs. Darrell. She In- 
formed me that she was the house- 
keeper at the Dale mansion, had re- 
turned from her vacation, and was get- 
ting the house In order for the return 
of her employer and the arrival of 
Miss Dunscombe, expected daily. She 
said furthermore that Mr. Dale had 
advised her that I would receive the 
portrait shipped from abroad. If It 
had arrived, she requested me to send 
It up to the bouse. 

I had been so particular in my past 
attention to the directions of Mr. Dale 
that I did not trust the picture to 
strange hands. When the bank closed 
that afternoon I got two of the porters 
to carry the box containing the por- 
trait from the vault and set it In a 
taxicab I had ordered. It was about 
six feet In length and half that In 
width, well crated, but not particularly 
heavy nor difficult to handle. 

"What have we got there?" spoke a 
familiar voice, and Resillus Marvel 
strolled up to the side of the machine 
Just as I got in. 

“The box from abroad. You know I 
told you about it," was my reply. 

“So?” nodded my friend, glancing 
Over the box critically with that ob- 
servant eye of his that never missed 
anything. “By the way, I have leisure 
for a spin. Suppose I accompany 
you?” 

When we reached the Dale homo we 
found the housekeeper. Mrs. DarrelL 
just locking the front door. She ex- 
plained that she was staying at the 
home of a sister a little distance away 
while getting the place In order day- 
times. She unlocked the door and we 
carried the box Into the drawing room 
as she requested. 

"Mr. Dale I expect any day after to- 
morrow,’ sho said. “You must sail. I 


lng to a man working about the gar- 
den. Beneath one of the windows was 
a lot of thin splintered lumber, and he 
was asking quite casually: 

“What’s that rubbish, gardener?’ 

“Oh, that? It’s the box a portrait 
came in from abroad, sir.” 

“Oh, is It?” observed Marvel, and he 
moved the scattered pieces about with 
his foot. “I see," and he turned about 
and re-entered the machine. 

I traced a subtle something I could 
not define in the tone of my friend 
and gave his face a close scrutiny. Be- 
fore I could analyze the expression of 
his features, however, the auto, turn- 
ing the next corner sharply, came to 
such a sudden stop that I had to grasp 
the edge of the seat to prevent a for- 
ward plunge. 

“Can’t you see!” Irritably challenged 
the chauffeur of an individual he had 
so nearly run down that the side of 
the machine quite afiept him to one 
side. 

“I cannot,” was the reply, mournful 
and reproachful, and then I noted that 
the man had a cane, and as he went 
on used It In the fashion of blind per- 
sons to feel the edge of the walk and 
guide his steps. 

“I have some business here, It 
seems,” remarked Marvel, and to my 
amazement he sprang from the ma- 
chine. "I will see you In the morn- 
ing,’’ he added over his shoulder. 

I do not know why, but a strong 
conviction appealed to my mind 
at Just that moment enforcing the 
belief that he had taken a sudden 
Interest In the Dale case. I had eome 
news for htm when he came Into tho 
Atlas National next morning. 

”A rather strange Incident came 
under my notice last evening,” I re- 
marked. 

"Indeed?" he observed In his en- 
couraging way. Indicating Interest and 
Inviting confidence. 

"You recall the blind man we nearly 
ran down near the Dale borne y — t ar 
day?" I Interrogated. 

"Perfectly," nodded Marvel, and he 
looked at If the memory was senti- 
ent. 

"I saw him late last night, down 
town here. He had no eane, then. He 
was swinging along as free and easy 
as a person In the possession of all 
his senses, sight included.” 

"Yon are sure It was the same 
man?" challenged my friend charply. 

"Oh. yes, I could not be mistaken.” 

"Where was it?" 


I described the locality In the cafe 
and theater district of the city. The 
blind man had entered a cabaret res- 
taurant named the Oasis. 

“I owe you thanks, my friend,” said 
Marvel, simply yet enigmatically to 
me, and was off like a shot, as though 
I had given him some valuable and 
timely information. I did not see him 
again for two days. In the meantime 
1 received intelligence that Mr. Dale 
had returned to the city. The newspa- 
pers noted It, and just after I had read 
the little Item In the morning paper, 
a phone message from the millionaire 
himself thanked me for my services in 
his behalf, and requested me to call 
upon him when I found It convenient 
to do so. I was planning to follow 
the Invitation that evening after the 
bank closed, when a second phone 
summons told me that Marvel was at 
the other end of the line. 

“Come over to police headquarters,” 
he directed. “I want you to Identify 
somebody — chiefs office.” 

I repressed a slight start of won- 
der as I entered the private sanctum 
of the department of justice. Marvel 
was there, as I had expected, and the 
"blind” man was present, too, to my 
mild surprise. I wondered why and 
how he had come to bob up Important- 
ly enough to be the subject of police 
official recognition. It seemed that 
what I was expected to do was to sub- 
stantiate my former statement to Mar- 
vel, that I had In one day seen the 
“blind” man groping his way painfully 
along the street apparently sightless, 
and the evening of the same day had 
seen him exert the ability of a person 
in full possession of most excellent 
powers of vision. 

"See here," called out this subject 
of present Interest In an Irritable, com- 
plaining tone, “what Is this all about? 
I am no mendicant, fior a public nui- 
sance. I am going about my own af- 
fairs In a quiet, respectable way. My 
Identity is nobody’s business.” 

"Then why playing a part?” demand- 
ed the chief of the department. 

“I deny being an Impostor.” declared 
the man under suspicion. "I tell you I 
am blind,” and his fixed, filmy eyes 
looked It. 

“We shall soon know,” observed 
Marvel. "Ah, here is the oculist now.” 

Evidently he had sent for the profes- 
sional looking gentleman who had now 
arrived. The latter placed a small 
satchel on the table, glanced at the 
several occupants of the room, and Im- 
mediately fixed his glance upon onr 
’’blind’’ man. 

"This Is the person?” he said, in his 
expert way selecting his subject at 
once. The latter made no objection to 
being examined. He turned up his 
eyes as directed, he submitted to the 
various testa of the oculist with Instru- 
ments and chemicals. 

"Stone blind,” finally announced the 
oculist, and he put np his Instruments 
and closed his satchel. 

Marvel glanced at me as If challeng- 
ing my claim of having seen the man 
under normal sight conditions. 

"Well?’’ spoke the quasi-prisoner 
Impatiently. “Are you through with 
me?’ 

My friend signalled the chief to dis- 
miss the subject under surveillance. 
He also made a gesture to a dark little 
man, and the latter followed the 
“blind” man from the office. 

“Unless there are two of him,” ob- 
served Marvel as we left,headquarters. 
“you identified the right man the other 
night. I want you to do something for 
me — I wish to have an Introduction to 
Mr. Dale at his home.” 

I referred to my plan for calling that 
evening, and this quite harmonized 
with my friend’s request. It was just 
after dusk, the garden was In shadow, 
the house itself brilliantly illuminated 
as we were shown Into the front draw- 
ing room, being Informed that Mr. 
Dale and his niece, ae the servant put 
It, were out for a drive and would re- 
turn soon. 

The alert glance of my companion 
swept the room comprehensively until 
his eye fell upon the portrait of the 
new mistress of this elegant home. 
Then he advanced towards It. A con- 
nolseur In matters artistic, I read 
his Impression of a picture which had 
appealed to me as the merest daub. 
.He drew close to the portrait, ran his 
thumb nail over a corner of Its painted 
surface, and turning quickly said in a 
guavded one: 

"Watch that door — advise me if any- 
one comes.” 

I watched him pull the picture out 
from the wall, an open penknife In his 
hand. This he Inserted against the 
tacked-on canvas, lifted It free, and re- 
turned to his chair. 

“A portrait from Rome!” he said, a 
faint, queer smile playing about the 
comers of his lips. “Walt.” 

With sharp suddenness he pro- 
nounced this word, left his chair and 
glided to the open hay window In the 
rear drawing room. I had caught the 
echo of a peculiar call, one-half whis- 
tle, one-half bird call, proceeding ap- 
parently from the garden. I saw Mar- 
vel step through the window and dis- 
appear in. Its shadows. 

It was only later that I knew that he 
met there the man Who had followed 
the "Wind” man from headquarters, 
that this tireless shadower had sound- 
ed a signal announcing that an Impor- 
tant erlsls In the case had arrived, and 
that the juncture demanded hla per- 
sonal presence and attention. 

Tho small, spry man from headquar- 
ters beckoned him from behind a nest 
of shrubbery. And Joining htm Resll- 
hrs Marvel saw staring In at the front 
window — the “blind" man! 

The "blind" man bad his eyes fixed 
on the portrait upon which screened 
electric bulbs focussed a radiance that 
brought out every essential of the 
gkrwtng canvas. Those eyes, pro- 
nonneed sightless by high expert pro- 
fessional authority, glowed, glared, 
scintillated. They gloated over the por 
trait, they revelled in some thought 


its presence suggested. Then the 
great hands of the ’’bUnd” man joined 
and clenched, and rolled over and over 
as though crushing to nothingness 
some object of fury and hate. 

It was at that moment that Mr. Dale 
and his ward, ‘'the artist girl from 
Rome,” entered the house and then the 
room, and I was introduced to the 
original of the portrait. A creepy sen- 
sation passed over me -somehow as 
the woman smiled and touched my fin- 
ger tips, and clung to the fond, cher- 
ishing arm of her escort, the proud 
old man who so counted on her pres- 
ence to ameliorate the loneliness of 
his life. 

It was just here that Marvel, noise- 
lessly regaining the rear drawing 
room, advanced, a shadowy figure In 
his trail. 

“Mr. Resillus Marvel—” I began, 
deeming an Introduction in order, but 
my friend held up a stern censuring 
hand, made a half beckoning motion, 
and there stepped forward the 
‘‘blind’’ man. 

“Who Is that woman?” challenged 
Marvel, to my consternation and the 
unbounded amazement and resentment 
of Mr. Dale, and he pointed straight at 
the original of the flashing portrait 
above her bead. 

"Sara Bruhl!” shouted the "blind" 
man, springing forward from the wake 
of Marvel, his face a writhing glow of 
triumph, revenge and hatred. 

The woman drew back with a sharp 
cry. Her face became colorless. She 
winced as though evading a direct 
blow. 

“It Is folly, a plot— he cannot tell, 
for is he not blind?” gasped the 
woman. 

“How do you know that?" keenly de- 
manded Marvel. 

“Blind? Yes!” raved the man— 
Bracey, It flashed Into my mind — ”1 
am. Indeed, blind, but only in the day- 
time. By some trick of nature the foul 
drug you administered has left me a 
nyctalops, and I can see at night. Ob, 
this is sweet triumph — to balk you in 
your seeming hour of success! Only 
to find your vile accomplice, Trego, 
and then I am content!” 

His face worked horribly; his as- 
pect was that of a demon infuriate. 
The woman made a lost gesture, threw 
her arms in the air and fell a sense- 
less heap at the foot of Mr. Dale. He 
called for the servants, who bore her 
from the room. 

"Walt,” commanded Resillus Marvel, 
"this imposter must not be lost sight 
of for a single moment until she has 
disclosed the whereabouts of the kid- 
naped girl she sought to represent — 
Miss Dunscombe.” 

He made a barely audible sound 
with his lips. In a trice the small, 
alert man from headquarters was at 
his side, received his instructions and 
followed the servants and their Inani- 
mate burden Into the hallway. 

"What — what does this mean!” de- 
manded the millionaire, sinking into 
a chair, overcome. And then my friend 
told of his first suspicious discovery; 
the fact that the box coverings re- 
moved from the portrait did not corre- 
spond to the box he had helped me 
bring to the bouse the day previous. 

The appearance of the blind man 
had suggested something coincidental 
with the letter sent by Bracey to the 
millionaire. His watchfulness of the 
nyctalops had resulted in the climax. 

"Then the real Winifred Duns- 
combe — ?” gasped the wondering 
trembling millionaire. 

He knew within the hour, for the 
resuscitation of the Brubl woman 
meant a stringent interview with the 
Imposter. She was held an unhooked 
prisoner at headquarters until Marvel 
was assured that he? victim. Miss 
Dunscombe, was released from the 
hands of fellow conspirators In a se- 
cluded New Jersey town and on her 
way to the arms of her anxious rela- 
tive. 

It seemed that Trego, knowing ol 
tho portrait and of his uncle's plans 
for the girl, had set up a specious plot 
to kidnap her. It was he who had en- 
tered the Dale mansion, removed tbq 
original portrait from Its inclosure and 
substituted the presentiment of his ac- 
complice. To what evil lengths the 
plot to secure the aged man’s fortune) 
was still to go may readly be imagined! 

A sweet-faced, gentle-mannered girl 
thanked Resillus Marvel for all he 
had done for her one week later at the 
Dale home — myself, too, but I was too 
modest to believe that my part In the 
case deserved much recognition. The 
Bruhl woman and Bracey both faded 
back Into tbelr old ljfe somehow, and 
one month later Basil Trego was shot 
dead In a gambling house melee In 
another city. 

I have always regarded this case as 
one of the most notable of the great 
protector of finance. From nothing he 
built up theory, from mere straws a 
cable chain of strong facts, that en- 
abled him to save the life and the mil- 
lions of a worthy old man from the 
cruel, greedy hands of one of the most 
daring adventuresses of modern times. 


Lose Majeste in Japan. 

The appeal filed by Dnlklchlro Ta- 
gs wa. formerly parliamentary under- 
secretary to the department of Justice^ 
and a member of the Japanese house 
of representatives, accused of a letai 
majeste, has been rejected at the To-- 
klo court of appeal. Mr. Tngawa «s$ 
sentenced to five months' Imprison-! 
ment nnd fined $250 in the court for 
first Instance for writing an article in,' 
which he attacked the Genro, or elder 
statesmen, for Interference In the last 
ministerial change. The article was! 
Interpreted by the judicial authorities, 
as having affected the dignity of the| 
Imperial family. 

• 

Nobody Knows. 

Betty — Mamma, when the fire goe* 
out, where does It go7 

Mamma — I don’t knew, dear. Yon 
■night Just as well ask me where your 
father goes when be go es out 1 
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